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cup of coffee each. There was a small knot of men already
gathered at the stall and one of them, a large and truculent
person, apparently took exception to gentlemen in evening
dress patronizing it. At all events he set himself to thumping
the counter with the object of upsetting their cups of coffee.
Rufus told him twice sharply to stop, but he paid no attention.
Rufus thereupon went across, gave him a resounding smack on
the side of the face, and informed him that if he wanted any
more he could have it. In a second coats were off and a ring was
formed by the bystanders and kept with difficulty by Harry
and two other friends. It was not a long fight. The other man
was heavy and strong but slow, and Rufus, dancing around him,
soon caught him a blow on the jaw which sent him crashing to the
ground. But it was not a moment too soon, for the cry was raised
that the police were coming $ and Rufus and his companions
made a dash for a fortunately passing hansom and were driven
rapidly away from the scene, though not before two or three of the
bystanders had pressed round and shaken his hands in gratitude
for having subdued so speedily a man who had been a notorious
bully and curse to the neighbourhood.

It is doubtful whether Rufus ever savoured with as great
relish any of his subsequent victories in more bloodless fields.

For the moment, anyhow, he was highly pleased with life,
He had ceased to be a clerk and wras now a full member of the
Stock Exchange. He had good looks, high spirits, enormous
vitality, numbers of friends, and no intellectual pursuits of any
kind. He had read little, for he had little leisure for so inactive
a pursuit. An early ride, a day divided between his office and the
"House," a bout of sparring at Ned Donnelly's and either a dance
in Hampstead or a more elaborate evening in the West End left
little spare time. It must be confessed that the familiar story of
him standing on his head in a box at the Empire and applauding
lustily with his feet is only too authentic. He was in fact the
complete young stockbroker of the period, working fitfully during
the day and playing hard for much of the night. He seemed at
last to have found his niche and there was no apparent reason
why he should not continue to occupy it for the rest of his life,
growing perhaps more staid and more prosperous as the years
went by, but making no mark on the surface of events beyond the*
limits of his own small circle.

From this stagnation he was delivered by disaster. He was
incautious and inexperienced and a sudden slump caught him
unprepared. His capital was small and he was unable to meet
his liabilities. There could ,be only one sequel and on August 14,